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And. comes not in, oucr-mldc by prophecies, 

I feare, the power of Percy is too wcakc. 

To. wage an inilant triall witlj the king. 

StrAI, Why, my goodLord, you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

.Arch. No, , Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Pcrcy^ 
And there is my Lord of W orcefter,and a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble gentlemen, 

lArch. Ar.dfo there is, but y etthe king h'achdrawnc 
Tlic 1'peciill head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancafter, 

The noble Weftmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and dcarc men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes, 

SirTrl, Doubt not,my L.thcy dull be well oppos’d# 

*Arcb, I hope no lefl'c,y et, ncedfull t’is to feare. 

And to preuent the worll, iir Mighel, fpeed: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, eVe the king 
Difmifle his power, he rncanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy. 

And, t’is but wifedome, to make ftrong againft him: i. hr 
Therefore make haftc, Imuft goe write againe 
To other friends, and lo fare well,fir Mighel. Exeunt. ■ 
Enter the King, Prime oflFales, Lord lohn of Lancafter jEarfS 
of If^eftmerlandfS ir Walter Blunted Falftalffe, 

King, How bloudily the funne begins copeure 
Abouc yon busky hill, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemprature. 

Trite. The Southren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And, by his hollow whittling m the leaues, 

Foretels a tempeft and a blutlring day. 

King. Then, with the lofers let it limpatlii'ze, 

For nothing can leemefoulctothofe that wmne. 

The trumpet founds , Enter W'orce ft er , 

King. Hoiv now, my Lord of Worcefterft’is notweL 
That you and 1 ffiould meet vpon l’uch tcarmes j 
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As now we meet. You haue deceiu’dourtruft, 

And made vs doffc our eafie robes of peace, 

T o crufh our old limmes in vngendc ftccle; 

T Iris is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknic 
This chiuiifh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times# 

ITor. Heare me, my Liege: 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content, 

To entertainc the lag end of my life 
With quiet houres. For I proteft, 

I haue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. Y ou haue not fought it: how comes it then? 
Fat. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found if. 
Trttt. Peace, chewct, peace. 

I For, It pleas’d y our maicftie to turne your lookes 
Of fauour, from my felfc,and all our houfe. 

And yeti mull remember you, my Lord: 

We were the fir ft and deareft of your friends. 

For you my ftaftc of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and ported day and night 
To meetyouon the way, and kilfe your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I. 

Iewasmy Idle, my brother and his fonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did oiicdate 
The dangers of the time. You fwore to vs. 

And you did fwearethatothcat Dancafter, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate, 

Nor claimc no further, thenycur new falne light. 
The feat of Gaunt, Dukedom c of Lancafter: 

T o this, we fwore our aid:but in fhort /pace 

I I raind downe fortune fiiowring on y c ur head, 
Andfuchafloud of greatnefle fell on you, 
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